THE DESERT OF LOVE                           125

an appearance, and did not open his eyes until he heard die
doors of their rooms shut. Then his mother rolled up her knit-
ting, rose heavily from her chair, and kissed him on the forehead,
the eyes and the neck.

"Your skin's quite cool," she said.

He was alone with Madame Courreges, who at once em-
barked upon a grievance:

"Raymond took the last tram into Bordeaux again. God
knows what time he'll come in. He looked terrible this evening;
I felt quite frightened. When he's spent the money you gave
him, he'll run into debt, if he hasn't started already!*'

In a low voice the doctor said: "Our little Raymond . ..
nineteen already," and shuddered, thinking of certain streets in
Bordeaux that were always deserted after dark. He remembered
the sailor over whose body he had tripped one evening. The
man's face and chest had been blotched with stains of wine and
blood. . . . Somebody was still moving about upstairs. A dog in
the stable yard started to bark furiously. Madame Courreges
listened intently:

"I can hear somebody moving about. It can't be Raymond as
early as this. Besides, if it were, the dog wouldn't be making all
that noise."

Somebody was coming towards the house. There was nothing
furtive about his movements, indeed, he seemed to be going out
of his way to avoid concealment. The shutters of the French
window were shaken. Madame Courreges leaned forward.

"Who's there?"

"An urgent message for the doctor."

"The doctor doesn't go out at night: you ought to inow that
by this time. Try Doctor Lame in the village."

The man, who was holding a lantern in his hand, was in-
sistent The doctor, who was still half asleep, cried out to his
wife:

"Tell him it's useless. I didn't corne to live in the country just
in order to be pulled out of bed by night calls."
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